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PROTESTANT THOUGHTS. 



THE OLD MAN'S DREAM. 

I DREAMED last night a woeful dream, 

Such as rd fain forget ; 
But thrilling as a woman's scream, 

It haunts mj spirit yet. 

I seemed upon a raging sea, 
My boat was small and frail ; 

And the roaring winds had torn away 
My rudder and my sail. 

From evening till the morning dawned 

I felt the tempest's power ; 
And fearfully the ocean yawned, 

As though it would devoiu*. 



THB OLD man's DBEAM. 

I longed as never wretch before 
To touch the distant land ; 

And safe upon the quiet shore, 
Escaped from dangers stand. 

A weary watch I seemed to keep, 

foiling in wind and surf ; 
But then Fd lay me down to sleep 

Upon the verdant turf. 

Famine had preyed upon my cheek, 

And I was almost dead ; 
But I should hear sweet voices speak, 

And find enough of bread. 

And I should cool my burning brow 
With water from the spring ; 

And lay me where the myrtles g^ow, 
To hear the wild birds sing. 

I reached it : 'twas a dismal land. 
Where never herbage grew ; 

A boundless continent of sand, 
With neither rain nor dew. 



THE OLD MAN'S DREAM. 

No stream had ever sparkled there, 
Freshening its banks with green ; 

No bird could wing that heated air, 
And not a tree was seen. 

It seemed as though God's burning breath 
Along those plains had passed ; 

And there was nought but fiery death 
Throughout the horrid waste. 

Mary, leave me not alone ! 
I have no joy but you : 

1 feel my life is nearly done ; 

I fear my dream is true. 

The old man lived a worldly life. 

And now was almost dead : 
One hour alone of mortal strife, 

And then his spirit fled. 
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JUSTIFICATION BY FAITH. 



Fbom the ages of sorrow which fly not, 

From the curse which has brandished its rod, 
From the doom of the dying who die not, 

From the wrath of the infinite God ; 
From the foe who our infancy hated, 

And wiU hate us when laid in the g^ave, 
With a malice which ne'er can be sated, 

Our Redeemer is mighty to save. 

By the sorrows He welcomed for others, 

By the pain which He bore in our stead, 
By the love which is more than a brother's. 

By the blood which for us He hath shed ; 
He has saved from the storm which was o'er us, 

He has merited heaven for the cursed ; 
There was death and destruction before us. 

There is glory and peace for the worst. 



JUSTIFICATION BY FAITH. 

What asks He from those who awaking, 

At the flash of the tempests which lower, 
Each refuge of falsehood forsaking, 

Now trust to his goodness and power ? 
Although they have nothing to offer. 

He has mercj enough to forgive ; 
He frowns on the proud and the scoffer. 

But He says to the penitent, Live. 

By that truth which will never deceive us, 

By the mercy which cannot forsake, 
By the kindness which never will grieve us. 

That life let us gratefully take. 
Should others in folly despise it, 

Be it ours on his love to depend ; 
When they scoff, all the more let us prize it, 

And prust Him, and love to the end. 

And when Nature around us so smiling, 

Seems to whisper that God is our Friend, 
And the promise each sorrow beguiling, 

Secures us support to the end, 
O then, let us bless Him who sought us 

When bound in the chain of despair, 
And by his own agony bought us 

His bliss and his glory to share. 



JUSTIFICATION BY FAITH. 

And when safe in that rapturous heaven, 

Our hearts overflow with delight, 
Where each sin is for ever forgiven, 

Where day is not followed by night, 
Where the faculties never shall perish, 

Where the eye shall never be dim, 
It will double our blessings to cherish 

The thought they were given by him. 

Though, therefore, the proud may assail us 

With the doctrine of heathens and Turks, 
Though Anglican Catholics tell us 

We are justified partly by works. 
Till death from our warfare release us, 

Free g^ace let us loudly proclaim ; 
We are rescued by trusting in Jesus ; 

We are saved by the blood of the Lamb. 



BAPTISMAL REGENERATION. 



ANGIiO-CATHOIilC. 

Call forth the priest : impart the mighty sign 

And hid the hahe commence a life divine. 

What though no prayer the thoughtless parents say, 

What though the sponsors he as light as they, 

Fashion their guide, and, as their neighbours know, 

Their whole profession but & decent show, 

Parents and sponsors round the infant stand. 

And the robed priest shall wash it with his hand. 

Now priests, we know, from many a learned tome. 

In long succession from Apostles come, 

Power waits upon the institute divine, 

And mystic virtue runs along the line. 

Hence each fair infant, Roman, Copt, or Greek, 

Regenerate, e'er it learns to think or speak, 

From England's shore to each remoter coast, 

Thus born of water and the Holy Ghost, 

Sets forth a pilgrim on the heavenly road, 

An heir of glory, and a child of God. 



baptismal uegenekation. 

Protestant. 

You said each babe, by priestly function blessed. 
Is, therefore, of the boon divine possessed. 
Whether of Roman name, or Greek, or Copt ; 
And there, perchance by accident, you stopped : 
But, tell me, does not the Almighty grant 
An equal gift to every Protestant ? 

Anglo- Catholic. 

It is confined to Catholics ; for know 
Priests are the organs of his grace below : 
Others may desecrate baptismal words, 
But the unblessed pretence no grace affords. 
By hands episcopal the power descends 
From age to wondering age, nor ever ends : 
Heirs of apostles, gifted prelates still 
Convey the sacred power to whom they will ; 
And priests from them possess the honour great 
Each sprinkled infant to regenerate. 

Protestant. 

Why, thus, you make the Church redeemed by blood 
Embrace the evil, and exclude the good. 



BAPTISMAL RT:GEN£RATI0N. 

Prelates abound where pictures are adored, 
And fallen churches can forget their Lord ; 
God's word prohibited in priestly scorn, 
The people perish and the faithful mourn : 
Prelates and priests have sway where statues vile 
Insult the Saviour and his house defile ; 
Where o'er the land the selfish despot rules, 
Mankind his victims, and the priests his tools ; 
Where Christian sects beneath the Moslem work, 
Scorned for their vices by the nobler Turk. 
Russians, Armenians, Syrians, Copts and Greeks, 
Slave torturing States and Indo- Catholics 
All the Succession Apostolic boast. 
Crowned with one glory when all else is lost. 
From every vicious and misgoverned state 
All that is slavish, base, degenerate. 
All those by error bound, with folly decked. 
If but baptized, your doctrine would collect 
Into one putrid mass by toilsome search ; 
And call this vast monstrosity, the Church. 
More strangely still, your dogma would exclude 
Myriads whom God the Spirit has renewed ; 
Men in whose lives each mark of grace is found. 
Their conduct faultless, as their hearts are sound ; 
Men who for Christ have toiled in torrid lands. 
Maintained his honor, published his commands, 



10 BAPTISMAL REGENERATION. 

And, ever true to their enlightened creed, 

Would in their Master's service dare to hleed. 

Carej and Morrison you aliens call. 

With men of giant faculties like Hall ; 

And Williams, who to South Sea islands gave 

The laws which hless men, and the truths which save ; 

And Duff and Wilson who, while still they live, 

Will the same hoon to Hindoo thousands give. 

Brainerd with faith and fervency like Paul, 

Elliot with virtues apostolical, 

The saintly Flavel, Doddridge skilled to trace 

The Christian's progress in the path of grace. 

And Watts, whose truthful evangelic song 

Has cheered the aged and improved the young. 

All these your higotry would outcasts make. 

Not for their sins, hut for your dogma's sake ; 

In these, with faithful nonconformists now> 

The worthy heirs of Baxter and of Howe, 

You with your sect no work of grace discern. 

And Christ's own image in his followers spurn. 

Nay, almost all the churches dear to Christ 

Are to your worthless notion sacrificed : 

Scottish and Swiss believers meet your hate. 

Schismatics termed and unregenerate ; 

With equal zeal you couch your hostile lance 

Against the faithful Protestants of France ; 



BAPTISMAL BEGENERATION. 11 

Nor less you scorn the Vaudois, tried and brave, 

With those who serve beyond the Atlantic wave. 

Thus myriads, in all lands, though good and true 

To Christ, are excommunicate by you ; 

While chiefly those to form your church remain. 

Who drag with blinded zeal the papal chain. 

But if regenerate by priestly deed. 

All the baptized are heirs of heaven decreed, 

Whence is it that no spiritual sig^ 

Follows the boon and proves the birth divine ? 

Trained by bad parents in an evil way, 

Children grow up more reprobate than they ; 

Brought to the font all conquering grace to win, 

They straightway learn to practise every sin : 

Like Satan's bond-slaves, doomed to suffer on, 

Though each is cheated with the name of son. 

But can the Almighty fold them to his heart, 

Then bid them thence as aliens to depart ? 

Can each from Him receive the name of child 

Only to perish on a stormy wild. 

Grow worse and worse, in heathen ignorance left, 

And e'en of heathen virtues oft bereft ? 

No earthly parent e'er would thus expose 

His helpless infant to a host of foes ; 

A human monster, with a heart of stone, 

Would not inertly see his child midone ; 



12 BAPTISMAL REGENERATION. 

The very beast by instinct is prepared 

Its tender cub from every ill to guard : 

Then blush to own a doctrine which imputes 

To the Most High what is not done by brutes. 

O no, the priceless blessing we attain, 

When by his mercy we are bom again, 

Is not a trifle to be bought by fees. 

When parents choose, and as the priest may please. 

'Twas by the merit of the Saviour bought ; 

'Tis by the Spirit's power within us wrought : 

Its origin the purpose of the Lord, 

Its usual instrument his written word. 

Changed by his g^ace each stubborn spirit bends, 

Bows to his will, and seeks his chosen ends. 

Old things are past — ^things evil sacrificed — 

The unbelieving learn to trust in Christ ; 

The disobedient hasten to obey ; 

The alienated love, the scornful pray. 

Thus those who walked before the downward road. 

Marked by a thousand signs the sons of God, 

Taught their adoption, rest from doubt and fear ; 

And to the end, through mercy, persevere. 

All else, whatever creed or church they boast, 

Are aliens now, and must, unchanged, be lost ; 

He who believes and loves is owned a son ; 

And he who will not love must be undone. 
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THE LORD'S SUPPER. 



For me, my Saviour, thou didst bleed, 
Thy cross my peace supplies ; 

And now redeemed, and saved, I need 
No other sacrifice. 

No priest can change the bread and wine. 
Which are what they appear : 

But yet without mysterious sign 
I know that thou art here. 

For thou hast said where two or three 

Assemble in thy name. 
Thou in the midst of us will be, 

To hear each humble claim. 

And thou didst add, « Receive this food, 

This bread my body is ; 
This cup the covenant in my blood,' 

Then drink ye all of this/' 



14 THE LORD^S 8UPPEB. 

Since then it was the parting word 

Which thou to us didst say, 
Thou wilt thy hlessing still afford, 

When we that word ohey. 

What though no mystic change is wrought, 

A mystery here I see ; 
That thou, the Lord of Heaven, hast sought, 

And rescued even me. 

Thy body, like this broken bread, 

For me thou once didst g^ve : 
This wine reminds me thou didst shed 

Thy blood that I might live. 

Hungry and poor, I feel my need ; 

But ever. Lord, I find. 
Thy flesh and blood are meat indeed 

To the believing mind. 

Whene'er by faith thy flesh I eat, 
Faith calms my mental strife ; 

Thy love to me is manna sweet ; 
Thy death my source of life. 



THE lord's supper. 15 

Then, by these sacred signs, I'll tell 

The world that knows thee not, 
Thy love which rescued me from hell, 

Must never be forgot. 

Nor I alone, but many more. 

Together eat that bread ; 
To show that all, who Christ adore. 

Are one in Him their head. 

Life, pardon, peace, from thee I take. 

My heart to thee I bring : 
Help me this poor return to make. 

And bless my offering. 

Guilty and weak, thy cross I prize. 

On thee in faith I call ; 
Be thou my portion in the skies, 

My bliss, my heaven, my all. 
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APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 



Si cette eglise, fllle du Christ et mere du Christianisme, a va la 
r6 volte sortir de son sein, la fautc en fiit a ses pr^tres ; car sea 
pr^tres ^talent des hommes. Mais elle retrouvera son unit6> 
parceque ces hommes, tout caducs qu'ils sont, n'en sont pas moins 
les successeurs directs des apdtres, ordonn^s d'cige en kge par des 
^▼^ues, qui re<;urent eux-m^mes d'ev^que en ev^que, sous Tim- 
position des mains, en remontant jusqu'k Saint Pierre et Jesus 
Christ, Tinfusion de TEsprit Saint, avec Tautorite n^cessaire 
pour communiquer cette grkce au monde r^g^n^r^. 

Db Custine. 



They say the world has hope, despite its fall, 

Because prelatic power shall rescue all. 

On each young priest official grace descends, 

Who on his knees before the prelate bends : 

Thus sacred hands on sacred heads impress 

The right to govem and the power to bless. 

Vain superstition ! There is not a line 

In Scripture gives to men such power divine : 

There's not a word which bids the church depend 

On gifts which thus from priest to priest descend. 



APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 17 

If sacramental g^ace and priestly power, 

Feigned often to deceive and to devour, 

Thus bj a prelate's hands can be bestowed, 

Show us the charter in the Book of God. 

This wanting, let us mark that not alone 

Are they successors to apostles shown, 

Who, saved by grace, from sin's dominion free. 

Share with apostles faith and sanctity ; 

(Then would the doctrine fail, since no one knows. 

If from such faithful men his title flows,) 

Whate'er a prelate's character, he shares 

The power apostles left unto their heirs ; 

And every priest the priestly gift commands 

On whom such prelate duly laid his hands. 

Borgia, a bishop by succession true. 

To papal wealth and papal honors grew; 

By the due rites his bishopric conferred, 

At death his corpse by the due rites interred. 

If on each prelate's head the blessing rest, 

Rodrigo Borgia thus by heaven was blest : 

But if his title to the gift we doubt, 

Then other prelates are the gift without. 

Borgia then, owned supreme, and proudly bold, 

Bishoprics, bulls, and benefices sold ; 

Yet no man wondered at the act, or thought, 

Since he but sold what he before had bought. 



18 APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 

Beneath his rule Rome saw its princes die, 

Their wealth a prey to his cupidity : 

Some, hy his order poisoned, found a grave, 

Some, at his bidding, sunk in Tyber's wave ; 

The rich he murdered, to obtain their gold, 

The great, because their power might make them bold ; 

The wise and good he slew, because their blame 

Condemned his vices, and exposed his shame. 

Pretended shepherd of Christ's flock, he slew 

The sheep he tended, and their shepherds too. 

Angelo thus and Capua must die. 

That their vast wealth his vices might supply ; 

And Florence saw her martyred monk expire. 

To glut his malice in the avenging fire.* 

Insatiate lust and cruelty unite. 

With pride, to form the tyrant hypocrite : 

Who, not content to outrage every law. 

Became the patron of each vice he saw ; 

Corrupting numbers by his life and purse. 

His church's plague-spot and his kingdom's curse. 

At length, receiving his well-earned reward. 

He swallowed poison for his friend prepared ; 

The fatal wine himself unheeding drank, 

And midst blaspheming horrors lifeless sank : 

* Barlamacchi Vita di Savonarola, pp. 101, 102. Yenezia, 1829. 
iSTardi HiatOria de FIrenze. Lib. II. pp. 70, 72, 79. 
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A bold bad man, by bribes advanced thus high, 
Only to sink in deeper infamy.* 
Was Borgia bishop by the Lord's commands, 
Because on him some prelates laid their hands ? 
Can Christian men the wretched tyrant call 
Peter's successor or the heir of Paul ? 
If not, the call of each by him ordained, 
Bishop or priest, must equally be stained. 
But such as Borgia many prelates were, 
Till Luther rose to heal the world's despair. 
See Paul the Second torturing men, whose crime 
Was love of knowledge, and contempt of him : 
See Sixtus charged with vices and with lies. 
Whom e'en a Nero justly might despise : 

* The following is the conclusion of the account given by Guic- 
ciardini :— Concorse al corpo morto d'Alessandro in San Piero con 
incredibile allegrezza tutta Roma, non potendo saziarei gli occhi di 
alcuno di vedere spento un serpente, che, con la sua immoderata am- 
bizione e pestifera perfidia, e con tutti gli esempj di orribile crudeltk 
di mostruosa libidine e d'inaudita avarizia, vendendo seaza distinzione 
le cose sacre e le profane, aveva attosicato tutto il mondo. Lib. VI. 

Giovio, Bishop of Como, himself an immoral man, adds— II 
morto pontefice fu da tutto il popolo con occhi ingordi veduto 
gnasto d'nna puzzolente marcia, talmente che molti .... credevano 
che Iddio con meritata pena del contraccambio havesse punita la 
crudelt^ di quel dispietato huomo. Istorie del suo Tempo. Lib. VIII. 

c2 



20 APOSTOLICAL SUCCESSION. 

See Salviati, in prelatic robe, 

Hung as a murderer midst a shouting mob : 

See Gardiner and Bonner, drunk with blood, 

Darlings of Rome, but hated by the good : 

And, after them, half-slave, half-tyrant Laud, 

Whom slaves and tyrants honor and applaud. 

Had the great enemy of souls designed 

Christ's cause to ruin and to plague mankind. 

To give men poison and mis-call it food. 

To exalt the wicked and depress the good, 

By force and fraud true pastors to disgrace, 

And leave ordained impostors in their place ; 

All doctrine to corrupt, all wisdom scout, 

And tempt mankind to universal doubt. 

Till truth and virtue from the earth dismissed, 

The world should hate the blessed name of Christ ; 

He could not find, to work out such intents. 

More ready or more fitting instruments ; 

No, not if fiends should burst their prison gate. 

And sit incarnate lords of Church and State. 

Hateful delusion, men like these to place 

Among the heirs of apostolic grace ! 

No ; the all-wise Redeemer never chose 

His ministers among his open foes. 

One man was chosen, when he seemed to prove, 

By thousand acts, that he had faith and love ; 
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And he, when faithless, was cast out, no more 

To hold the office he fulfilled before ; 

Object of yengeance, to awake the fear 

Of CYcry sordid faithless minister. 

This can not prove that wicked men may make 

Villains Christ's ministers for lucre's sake, 

Nor show that he commits the prelate's sway 

To Bonner, Becket, Laud, or Borgia. 

Christ hath not sent men, stained by every vice. 

To publish his atoning sacrifice ; 

Nor hath his word to traitors ever given 

Power to create the ambassadors of heaven : 

He hath not sent rapacious wolves to tear 

The helpless flocks who blindly trust their care ; 

He hath not sent physicians armed with skill, 

The weak to torture, and the sick to kill ; 

Envoys who cast their monarch's law away. 

Teachers who lie, and guardians who betray ; 

Shepherds who only watch the fleece to steal ; 

And guides who take the downward road to hell. 

Not by such men has Christ the Lord decreed 

His cause to prosper, and the truth to speed ; 

But, by his conquering Spirit, He enlists 

A true succession of evangelists. 

Pastors and teachers, by his grace, arise. 

To lead repentant sinners to the skies ; 
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Bishops who faithful are, and apt to teach, 

Whose lives illustrate what their pulpits preach ; 

No novices in truth, least haply tried, 

They fall, as once the devil fell, through pride ; 

Not given to wine, not fired with lust of gold. 

With warm affections, but with judgment cold ; 

Who love the good, and can rebuke the great, 

Holy, just, gentle, sober, temperate ; 

Men who, by faith and knowledge, zeal and love, 

Demonstrate their commission from above ; 

Their aim to save ; their weapons truth and prayer ; 

Who, for their Master's sake, can trial bear ; 

Still strong in faith, the grace of God proclaim. 

And bid men trust in the atoning Lamb. 

Pastors like these shall still, unto the end, 

Direct the churches, and the truth defend, 

Confront each evil, every falsehood chase. 

And raise new trophies to redeeming grace ; 

Till error fall, till doubt and discord cease. 

And the world rest in evangelic peace. 
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THE ANGLO-CATHOLIC. 

Would'st thou, in this our dark and stormy day, 
From Catholics a brother's welcome claim ? 
Let hate of Calvin bum with steady flame ; 
Each ancient rubric with fond zeal obey ; 
Cry up church forms, put preaching far away ; 
Thyself schismatic, those schismatics name 
Who doubt thy creed, and heap upon them shame ; 
While altars, fonts, and robes thy faith display. 
Like Pharaoh, make again the church's life 
A slavish toil in mortar and in brick ; 
Murder sweet Charity with poison'd knife ; 
Curse all Dissenters ; and with Jesuit trick 
Entangle Protestants in hate and strife : 
So Rome shall hail thee Anglo- Catholic. 
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THE PRIEST. 

Our fathers free would not bend the knee, 

Once from their bonds released ; 
And never again will we wear the chain 

Of the Anglo- Catholic priest. 

The Gospel spread, and falsehood fled, 

And papal hopes had ceased ; 
But the Pope this day and his prelates are gay. 

When they think of the Anglican priest. 

We once unfurled to the Protestant world 
The banner of war with the Beast ; 

But each soldier now has forgot his vow, 
Through the sorceries of the priest. 

Soldier, awake, for your country's sake ! 

Your sloth has the peril increased ; 
Let each true man now haste to the van, 

And do battle with Rome and the priest. 
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Let our children see that we still are free, 

And will never yield in the least ; 
Where the Gospel heams, leave Catholic dreams 

To the higot and the priest. 

Let us count all loss for the glorious cross. 
Let Christ be our strength and feast ; 

And we ne'e!r shall become the dupes of Rome, 
Nor slaves of the Anglican priest. 
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THE JESUIT'S SOLILOQUY. 



We'IiL tell them of the joy to be 

Set by our absolution free, 

From the mind's dark and deadly stain, 

From dread of everlasting pain. 

If there are those whom cares oppress 

With sense of the heart's loneliness, 

We'll bid them seek a sure relief. 

By pouring out that secret grief 

To one true heart, one friendly ear. 

Which ne'er betrays, nor wakens fear. 

Or. should we see their pathway lies 

'Midst evangelic sophistries, 

We'll tell them that one faithful friend, 

Their heaven-sent guide, his aid will lend ; 

Whatever form their danger wears, 

Their sorrow his, his wisdom theirs. 

Thus, link by link, we'll forge our chain, 

To bind men's consciences again ; 
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The weak and sad our aid shall choose, 

The boldest shall not long refuse : 

Ours the great task to bind them all 

To Rome and the confessional. 

What though the Scriptures ne'er demand 

Remission from a priestly hand, 

Nor teach men that a priest can bless. 

Nor bid them to a priest confess ; 

What though, when searching wisdom's deeps. 

From Matthew to the Apocalypse, 

We read of souls by faith released, 

But ne'er of monk or parish priest ; 

The Fathers, not the Scriptures, now 

Unfold the law to which we bow : 

And woe to those, of grace bereft. 

Who shall despise the priestly gift, 

Or dare presumptuously to search 

Into the creed of Mother Church. 

How can they eat without the priest 

The transubstantiated feast ? 

Whence in their hour of need shall come 

Their unction and viaticum ? 

They shall drag on, in storm and strife. 

Their excommunicated life ; 

Driven from the church, by all abhorred, 

And thought the accursed of the Lord. 
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No, men may chafe, but will not dare 

Refuse the summons to our bar. 

That point secured, the world we gain, 

Howe'er they rage to burst our chain ; 

For scattered powers can ill withstand 

The force of our confederate band. 

When once the sinner has expressed 

The guilt that weighs his loaded breast, 

He will not lightly scorn or blame 

The living witness of his shame. 

When youthful penitents unfold 

The troubles which their bosoms hold, 

We may each hidden quarrel learn ; 

All habits of each house discern ; 

And teach all families to dread 

Those who their secrets thus have read. 

And when, o'erwhelmed with grief and fear. 

The rich before our bar appear, 

How easy, then, it is to bind 

Our yoke upon the prostrate mind ; 

And, from their terrors, to extort 

The promise of their best support. 

Or should a spirit bold and free 

Detect our solemn trickery. 

And, in the hour of ardent youth, 

Pursue the clue of gospel truth. 
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Confession will his fault reveal ; 

And we can make the wanderer feel, 

Ere he hath gone too far astray, 

The thorns and briers that clog his way ; 

And friends shall weave a potent chain 

To drag him to the church again. 

I do not fear men's common sense, 

Nor pulpit's thundering eloquence ; 

Let critics write, let Bibles spread. 

Bring up old Luther from the dead, 

Only let millions list the call 

To bow at our confessional ; 

And still a subject world shall own 

The Jesuit's universal throne. 

The church's clear and sleepless eye. 

We look through all society; 

We are a voice, whose mighty tone. 

Controlling all, yet frightens none : 

An unseen force on empire bent, 

Ubiquitous, omniscient. 

Still will we rule by skilful guile. 

By woman's tear, and tender smile. 

By devotee with fear imbued. 

And by the credulous multitude. 

Protesting England too shall know 

The Jesuit is no vulgar foe : 
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Not yet her wealth and power we share, 
But we with our allies are there ; 
And there our sure foundation fix, 
By aid of Anglo- Catholics. 
They find the prey with jackal art, 
But ours shall be the lion's part : 
Well have, within our ample net, 
England's fair dames and nobles yet ; 
Oxford shall pioneer our way ; 
Prelates shall lead us to our prey ; 
And haply British statesmen be the tools 
To give us empire o'er a world of fools. 
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THE CONVENT. 



" Thi8 world is all a dangerous show ; 
How safe and blessed to be, 
Within a convent's shelter now, 
From care and sorrow free !" 

The man to whom that lady spake 

Was aged, worn, and thin ; 
And her simple words appeared to wake 

Memory of woe and sin. 

For a tear was in his deep dark eye 
When he looked upon the maid ; 

And his bosom heaved a heavy sigh. 
While faltering thus he said : 

" There's a convent bell sounds calm and sweet 
In its Spanish chesnut grove ; 
Offering a still and dear retreat, 
To innocence and love. 
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A gentle stream is flowing bj, 
Through yinejards rich and fair ; 

And flowers enchant the stranger's eye, 
Scenting the fragrant air. 

Fast by that stream how oft I heard 

The music of the bell, 
When not a breath the foliage stirred ; 

I know that convent well. 

*Twas mine to soothe each secret care, 
Each tale of grief attend ; 

For every sister called me there, 
Confessor, father, friend. 

And there I saw twelve summers fade : 
Now, lady, learn from me, 

Within a convent's sacred shade. 
How blessed thou shalt be. 

The abbess, of a lofty mien, 
Had passed her fiftieth year ; 

No smile, but of contempt, was seen 
Upon that face severe. 
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Too early to the cloister tied, 

She abhorred it as the grave ; 
Her only joys to nurse her pride, 

And plague each convent slave. 

The aged nuns, yet more forlorn. 

Grew old in envious spite ; 
Their solace mockery and scorn. 

Hatred their sole delight. 

The rest were young. Some early made 

To love the lonely cell. 
To seek for heaven in convent shade. 

To dread the world as hell ; 

Some, by their selfish parents pressed. 

They knew not what had vowed ; 
Some sought a refuge when distressed ; 

Some gave themselves to God. 

One lovely maiden entered there. 

Arrayed as for a feast ; 
I saw her smile ; I heard her swear, 

Kneeling before the priest : 
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They cut off all her raven hair, 
They called her bride of Christ ; 

And lured her to their fatal snare, 
By flattery enticed. 

One year had scarcely passed away, 

That flattery had ceased ; 
The convent had secured its prey, 

No more to be released. 

Her blooming cheek grew thin and pale ; 

Peace fled that gentle breast ; 
When, seeking the confessional. 

She thus her grief expressed : 

' I thought these walls would prove a heaven, 
And find they hold a hell : 

father, may I be forgiven ? 
But here I cannot dwell. 

1 cannot form a single prayer. 

Though oft I bend the knee ; 
I will not breathe this dungeon air ; 
Yet know not how to flee. 
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If I should lay this body down 

That tranquil tide within, 
And sink forgotten as a stone, 

My father, should I sin ?' 

Her keen eye shone, her cheek was red, 

Then changed to livid white : 
I shudder still, though years have fled. 

To think upon that sight. 

I warned her better 'twas to bear 

That hell of earthly woe, 
Than plunge, through criminal despair, 

Into the hell below. 

One mom within the convent door 

I heard a woman's wail ; 
Then saw her bleeding on the floor. 

Bound down, and deadly pale. 

A letter in her cell was found, 

A dagger too they say ; 
And once a ladder on the ground 

Beneath her window lay. 
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In yain I asked that they would spare, 

And bid the sinner live ; 
The Abbess answered with a sneer, 

A fitting doom she'd give. 

One harrowing look the maiden cast ; 

Uttered one stifled shriek ; 
Then spake some words of prayer, the last 

I ever heard her speak. 

And then they railed in wrath and scorn, 

While dragging her away. 
Whither, alas, I ne'er could learn. 

And know not to this day. 

Only one sister said she heard 

A subterranean door ; 
And groans at night, when nothing stirred. 

Came from beneath the floor. 

Others like her I also knew. 

Who faded one by one ; 
Like flowers which gathered in the dew. 

Have withered in the sun. 
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That cursed scene, those human fiends, 

God grant you ne'er may see ! 
Since he has given you youth and friends. 

Rest, as he made you, free. 

For trust me, maid, I may not tell 

What flood of evil rolls 
Within that guarded earthly hell, 

That sepulchre of souls." 

His furrowed face in torment seemed 

Quivering with more than pain ; 
And tears of silent anguish streamed. 

Ere he could speak again. 

At length he looked up to the sky 

And blessed the God of heaven, 
That Christ has died on Calvary, 

And sin may be forgiven. 

And then he cried, with awful tone, 

" O let not lies prevail ; 
My child, you are not yet undone, 

You wear not yet the veil. 
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The cursed veil that hides out God, 

O never, never wear ; 
But tread in peace the heavenward road 

By faith and fervent prajer. 

Now give your heart to Him who died, 
And live to serve Him still ; 

His word be your perpetual guide ; 
His love protect from ill." 

The maiden blessed that aged man ; 

And saved from fearful doom, 
The life of faith and love began 

Which ends not in the tomb. 
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THE REFORMERS. 

" Blessed be the martyred dead ; let prose and verse 
Their merit honor, and their deeds rehearse ; 
Senates and halls shall echo with their praise, 
The mental grants of those olden days. 
See them, unbent by chains and dungeon gloom, 
Welcome the stake, and triumph o'er the tomb ; 
Let us recal their thoughts, their wisdom share. 
And costly monuments their worth declare." 
Nay, men who built the prophet's tomb abhorred 
The prophet's doctrine and the prophet's Lord : 
Rather yourselves become the men you praise, 
And let their spirit animate our days. 
Let their example now our coldness warm. 
Each lie to banish, each abuse reform ; 
Like them be loyal to the word of God, 
And tread again the path they nobly trod : 
Preserve the rights their zeal and courage won. 
And perfect that, which they so well begun : 
Again let bold reforming thousands rise, 
To cleanse each church of its impurities. 
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Since priestcraft rears again its hideous crest, 

And men blaspheme the martyrs thej detest, 

Be you^s the task to cleave the monster down, 

And tear away his momentary crown. 

Proclaim in Europe's ear, with thundering tone. 

That evangelic Protestants are one ; 

Live but for Christ, exalt the church's king. 

His laws maintain, his love and goodness sing ; 

Thus let the glory of the church appear. 

The church of saints, of brethren tried and dear, 

Who love their I^rd, and live to spread his fame. 

Whatever their country, language, sect, or name. 

And tell the world, that church which truth has lost 

And faith, whatever antiquity it boast, 

Building for sinners refuges of lies. 

Is an apostate, and no church of his. 

If in this cause, your pathway steep and rude 

Lead you through many a frowning solitude, 

Then think of those whose dauntless courage gave 

Their heart's best blood the country's faith to save ; 

Hold up their giant virtues to your view, 

And grow, amidst those virtues, giants too. 

So though no marble mark each spot of clay 

Where the flame triumphed and their ashes lay, 

Their children's courage in the Saviour's cause. 

Their zeal to honor and maintain his laws, 
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Myriads of men to whom each truth is dear, 
Who in the path of duty know not fear, 
With upright purpose, and with high intent, 
On deeds of piety and wisdom bent. 
Shall be the martyrs' fitting monument. 
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THE PRA DEL TOR. 

They are coming — o'er the cliffs — 

By the path along the glen — " "^ 

By the road of La Vachere — 

Oh ! quit you then like men. 
Like the furious summer torrent. 

On its desolating way, 
Like the eagle from the clouds, 

They are lighting on their prey. 
By your children's pale cheeks, 

From which fear the hlood has driven, 
By the terror of your wives, 

Who lift their arms to heaven. 
By the aspect of the living, 

By the memory of the dead, 
Who here for the Gospel 

Have often fought and hied. 
Let your slings do your duty. 

And forth your weapons draw ; 
And let liberty or death 

Be the word for each Vaudois. 
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Four days the foe has struggled 

To gain that rocky hold ; 
But the mountain path is rude, 

And the mountaineer is bold ; 
And the torrent has been dyed 

With the richest blood of France ; 
And vain has been the battle-axe, 

And broken is the lance. 
Fierce Maugiron has fought 

In many a bloody fray ; 
And met with gallant foes, 

But ne'er with such as they. 
Seven thousand men at arms, 

Though practised well in war. 
Are baffled by that band, 

That guard the Pra del Tor. 
Oh ! shame upon their manhood ! 

They could massacre the weak, 
Lay desolate the fields, 

Leave the villages a wreck ; 
But that handful of the brave 

Shall beat them back again. 
Though Piedmont be united 

With the hosts of France and Spain. 
Ye have fought throughout the day. 

Ye have watched throughout the night ; 
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And weary are your limbs 

With the watching and the fight ; 
But the baffled French are furious, 

The Spanish force is here,— - 
Now be bold — now be stedfast — 

Every loyal mountaineer ; 
And die in the field, 

Ere you yield us up a prey 
To the monks of Pignerol, 

And the Count de Trinite. 
How gleams that spear forest ! 

How wildly they rush on ! 
Ours are moveless as the rook, 

Well done ! — ^hurra ! — well done ! 
Like a wave on the beach. 

Which has spent its foaming wrath, 
What heaps are lying dead 

Along that bloody path ! 
Yet still they onward press — 

Can ours the pass muntain ? 
Brave Augereau is wounded. 

And Peltier is slain : 
Now they press on our defenders — 

The pass is nearly won — 
Alas ! for our children ! 

But 'tis not the time to moan : 
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Now, wives of the Vaudois, 

Ye must have the chamois' feet, 
For the snow peaks and the cliffs 

Must be your last retreat. 
Climb swiftly, or your babes 

Will welter in their gore ; 
For a moment, and the Spaniard 

Will have the Pra del Tor. 
No, no — it will not be ; 

The righteous cause will win ; 
And never o'er our valleys 

Will reign the man of sin. 
See, the Spaniard is daunted, 

He is fronted by the spear. 
Our bowmen are above him, 

And are playing on the rear. 
They fall like leaves of autumn, 

They are crushed beneath the blocks. 
Which (a cataract of granite) 

Are thundering down the rocks. 
They reel — they retire — 

Our men have forced them back 
O'er the corpses of their comrades, 

That clog their fatal track. 
See, they turn — see, they flee — 

But they ne'er shall see again 
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The villages they love, 

And the vine-clad hills of Spain. 
As the snows of Etna melt 

Before its lava stream, 
Their regiments dissolve, 

And vanish like a dream : 
But hundreds are laid low, 

And loud will be the wail 
For the soldiers of the faith. 

At Rome and at Versailles : 
When they tortured at the stake 

Marcellin and sister Jane, 
Cartinian, and the pastors 

Of Meane and St. Germain. 
When our granaries were plundered, 

When our houses were their prey — 
When we saw Rora bum. 

With Villaro and Tagliaret — 
And when the naked mountains 

Were become our only hope. 
Did they think to chase us hence. 

Or enslave us to the Pope ? 
They looked for the marmot, 

But they found the tiger there, 
And woe to the intruders 

That have roused him from his lair : 
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Now they trample down each other, 

Terror urges on their flight, 
And they plunge into the torrent. 

And they leap the dizzy height : 
Yet stay the arm of vengeance, 

And from the chase withdraw ; 
For ne'er must needless carnage 

Stain the arms of the Vaudois. 
Now thanks to our Preserver, 

Who gives victory to the weak ; 
On the spot where we have triumphed 

We will his praises speak : 
'Twas dear to us already. 

But dearer than before. 
To us and to our children,^ 

Will be this Pra del Tor. 
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SPEECH 



HENRY ARNAUD TO HIS MEN, 

THB ETENIN6 BEFORE THE BALSI WAS TAKEN BT THE 
FRENCH. 

All is over, my brave comrades, 

Ye have quitted you like men, 
But the hold must be left — 

We must wander forth again : 
These ice rocks which are round us, 

This rude and stormy height. 
Where the torrents were our music. 

We must leave them all to night. 
Vaudois, ye never fainted. 

Though ye could their forces see 
Like an army in the clouds. 

Pour down the Col du Pis ; 
Though ye heard their drums beating 

At the Clou de Damian, 
And the music of their regiments 

Along the valley ran ; 
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Though they crept from rock to rock, 

Though they filed along the glen, 
Though they spread upon the mountains, 

And filled the vale with men ; 
Though their vaunts and their curses 

Besieged the dewy air, 
As ye knelt upon the earth 

To make your evening prayer ; 
Though they opened on our bulwarks 

The desolating gun. 
And their red flag waved to tell you 

That quarter there was none. 
What, then, if the oppressors 

Are eager for the dawn, 
That the last of the Vaudois 

May expire amidst their scorn — 
Though the blaze of many watch-fires 

Around our prison set, 
And the eyes of wakeful sentinels 

Seem to cut off all retreat — 
Look upward to yon height 

Where untrodden snows are lying. 
Look downwards to that glen 

Where mists e'en now are flying — 
Down that precipice where ne*er 

Have trod the feet of men, 

£ 
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And where the mountaineer 

Shall never tread again, 
And up that stormy Guinevert, 

Where the foe will fear to climb. 
Through the darkness every soldier 

Must drag his weary limb : 
And though the eagle's nest 

Must be th' invaders' prey, 
The eagles whom they seek 

Shall be soaring far away. 
Let not toil, let not danger 

Make our constant spirits sink ; 
We have drunk the cup of sorrow, 

We are still prepared to drink. 
But if yet we shall be hunted 

Upon every mountain height, 
And shall only dare to creep 

Amidst the shades of night ; 
If our houses must be filled 

With strangers from afar, 
And our valleys must be deluged 

With bloodshed and with war ; 
Yet courage to the last, 

For God is good and great. 
And ne'er will leave his children, 

Who for his succour wait. 



SPEECH OF HENRT ARNAUD. 51 

Despite these foreign foes, 

Our country we will win ; * 

And, in the name of God, 

Will expel the man of sin. 
Within each lovely glade, 

And hy each mountain stream, 
We shall see our children play, 

We shall hear their infant hymn. 
Now each man to his duty ; 

But, ere we take our way, 
We need our Father's aid. 

My brothers, let us pray. 
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THE PRAYER-MEETING. 



Wheke, o'er a region, bare and wild. 

Of hills and rocks together piled, 

A stormy waste, a frozen sea, 

Mont Yiso looks on Mont Cenis, 

And thence a thousand torrents flow. 

Hastening to meet the kingly Po, 

There is a scene would well repay 

The toil of many a weary day. 

Wandering through meads and wild flowers sweet, 

The Angrogna and Felice meet ; 

And shadowing trees in silence seem 

To list the music of the stream ; 

There San Giovanni's vineyards lie, 

Mingling with shade of mulberry ; 

There, too. La Torre's church is seen, 

Rising behind its leafy skreen ; 

Above, Angrogna's hamlet peeps, 

O'er woods through which its torrent leaps ; 
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And every form of nature there, 

Wood, rock, and stream, and summit bare, 

All seem to bid the traveller rest ; 

For ne'er from tower or mountain crest. 

In emerald vale, or sunny plain, 

Shall he behold such scene again. 

But not the charms of earth and sky 

Alone may fix the gazer^s eye ; 

For round that scene lie thickly spread 

Memorials of the heroic dead. 

Where the bridge spans Angrog^a's tide, 

A rude road seeks the mountain side ; 

Carnage hath clogged that rocky way. 

Where superstition sought its prey ; 

And curses, borne upon the gale. 

Mingled with captive's answering wail, 

When twice ten thousand banded men 

Bore savage slaughter to each glen. 

Upon the advancing plague looked out 

From every cliff the Vaudois' scout ; 

And every rock became a fort. 

By valour kept in gallant sort ; 

Whence often burst the patriot band. 

With force no numbers might withstand ; 

And, backward borne along each dell, 

In shameful flight the invaders fell ; 
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And corpses heaped, and slaughter red. 
Stained the wild torrent and its hed. 
Above that torrent's ceaseless roar 
Mount Vendelin shows its summit hoar, 
Upon whose steep and rugged side 
Has many a persecutor died ; 
In whose deep cave the Vaudois' game 
Oft shelter found from hunter's aim. 
Northward the experienced eye may view 
The Infernal Alp, where, bold and true, 
Those hunted peasants sought repose 
'Midst roofless huts, on frozen snows ; 
Then, like grim wolves, came down to steal 
From plundering foes their evening meal. 
Or, spreading o'er the frightened plain, 
Rifled their hoards of gathered grain ; 
Or, in deep night, when all was hushed. 
As loosened crags they downward rushed. 
And, like the eagle from the fold, 
Bore back their booty to the hold. 
Their panic-stricken murderers heard 
In every breeze some signal word ; 
Near every rock or tree they saw, 
Or seemed to see, the armed Vaudois : 
No fort was safe, no path was clear, 
From visions of the mountaineer. 
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Advancing up the narrowed path, 

The traveller finds that sacred strath, 

Where often pressed, like stag at bay, 

Struggling in last and desperate fray, 

The Vaudois beat Rome's bloodhounds back 

With breathless speed o'er blood-stained track, 

Till bigot murderers quailed before 

The very name of Pra del Tor. 

One sullen morn a stranger trod, 

Through storm and mist, that mountain road : 

He passed by many a home of love, 

Bowered in its Spanish chesnut grove ; 

Above his way huge walnuts threw 

Their heavy drops of gathered dew ; ' 

Till passed each tree and bushy skreen 

He reached where not a shrub was seen ; 

But shepherds, midst the shivered rocks. 

Give Alpine food to clambering flocks ; 

Then early drive them down below 

From growing drifts of autumn snow. 

Here was a wild unmarked retreat, 

Where hated brethren safe might meet : 

No priest, no bigot monk was nigh. 

No armed police, no papal spy : 

And tears were On the stranger's check, 

When, by a chalet lone and bleak, 
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He saw that band of brethren met. 
Beat by the tempest, cold and wet. 
For torrents burst from every cloud, 
And Alpine storms were raging loud ; 
And every brook was swelled to wrath ; 
And deluged was each mountain path : 
Yet up that mountain each had strained. 
Each had the appointed chalet gained ; 
That, met in their Redeemer's name, 
They might his promised presence claim. 
Angrogna sent its children forth ; 
They gathered from the colder north ; 
From San Giovanni's vineyards gay 
And from La Torre took their way ; 
From where the bright Clusone laves 
Perosa with its silver waves ; 
From where Maneille, like eagle's nest, 
Looks forth upon the Guinevert's crest ; 
Where Prali midst its mountains lay ; 
And from the cliffs of Rodoret ; 
Where sparkling torrents, wild and free, 
Dash headlong from the Col du Pis, 
Then foam the Balsi rock around. 
The last retreat by Amaud found, 
When France and Spain in vain combined 
To forge the fetters for his mind. 
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Long time the peasants guard their post 

Against the overwhelming host ; 

Then, undismayed, through darkness deep, 

Down crag and precipice they creep ; 

Climbed o'er the Guinevert's trackless snows, 

To hide them from their baffled foes ; 

And laid them down in Alpine glen, 

Unvisited by feet of men. 

From Rora too the brethren came. 

Though dear to Christ unknown to fame ; 

And they who Rome's delusions spurn 

Along the valley of Lucerne. 

In the rude stable, dark and wide, 

The brethren from the tempest hide ; 

While their united prayer they raise, 

And swell their hymn of solemn praise. 

Beneath such roof, an infant mild, 

The Saviour on his mother smiled ; 

Such welcome did the world afford 

To its Redeemer and its Lord. 

Hid from their foes on stormy moor, 

Those worshippers were few and poor ; 

Yet, pilgrims on the heavenward road. 

Were heirs of bliss, and dear to God. 

Not Milan's fane, not Peter's dome, 

Nor all the basilics of Rome, 
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Could, to the eye of faith, compare 
With that storm-beaten house of prayer. 
Hired choristers, whose showy lays 
Mingle with hate of Him they praise — 
And priests who serve with worldly guile 
The temples which their sins defile — 
Actors who play their mimic part 
With lip-prayers and a prayerless heart, 
Aided by music's solemn tone, 
With gorgeous light and chiselled stone — 
All these, and every gift beside, 
Oflfered by worldliness and pride. 
Though praised by poets' glowing verse. 
Deserve and win the Almighty's curse. 
The hymn had ceased, the prayer was done, 
Out burst at once the conquering sun ; 
And streams of welcome glory cast 
O'er rugged peak, and herbless waste : 
Such sunny moments often grow 
From duteous toil in hours of woe. 
Warm was the greeting then of those 
Brethren amidst a world of foes. 
No thought of care their peace might shade. 
For every heart that day was glad ; 
And prayer and joyful praise had chased 
Each cloud which o'er the soul had passed. 
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Now, sinking on each mountain's brow, 

The boiling clouds retired below, 

And from their depths looked out the height 

Of many an ice-bound granite height : 

While all the cliffs on either side 

Poured forth, to swell the torrent's pride. 

Their thousand streams, to where the eye 

Far off might La Vachere descry. 

And now, the vapours rolled away. 

In rosy light the valley lay ; 

Each rocky spire, each dancing stream. 

Gave back the evening's golden gleam ; 

And glistening woods and vales the while 

Beneath the sunny radiance smile. 

The stranger, at the close of day. 

Much musing, took his downward way ; 

And when, with rapture in his eye. 

He gazed on that fair earth and sky. 

He blessed the Lord, whose love hath given 

Such comfort here, such bliss in heaven. 
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SONG OF THE HUSSITES. 

He is dead, but his spirit lives on 

In the quenchless devotion we feel ; 
And think not, ye despots, we'll turn at your frown, 

Or quail at your faggot and steel. 

Ye thought to extinguish his name, 

When ye doomed him to death and despair ; 
When ye laughed as he writhed in the torturing flame, 

And ye drowned with your curses his prayer ; 
But he's gone as a glorious conqueror home, 
And his name shall be hallowed through ages to come. 

Oh shame on you, worst of your race ! 
Though you glitter in purple and gold, 

Though you hide, by a smiling and sanctified face. 
The hearts that are wicked and cold. 
Though you serve at the altar of God, 
Though loudly your thunders are hurled. 

And long, in your pride, have ye scornfully trod 
On the neck of a prostrated world, 

Yet millions are learning their rights to discuss ; 

And heroes shall rise from the ashes of Huss. 
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How pale and how feeble he lay 

In thy desolate vaults, Gottleben, 
Shut out from the heart-cheering light of the day, 

And driven from the converse of men ! 

In darkness, in hunger, and pain. 

Which the haughtiest spirit can break, 
He was linked to the wall by the riveted chain, 

And he looked for the torturing stake ; 
Yet he soared, like an eagle, away from his care. 
And triumphed where others would sink in despair. 

Who are these in their splendor and state 

Have come to the gloomy abode ? 
With accents of honey and feelings of hate 

They would tempt him away from his God. 

As soon might yon glorious sun 

At their word from its circuit be driven. 
For his conscience approved the career he had run. 

His heart was already in heaven ; 
And De Chlum and De Duba supported his faith ; 
And bade him be constant in trial and death. 

The Saviour stood by him in pain. 
Nor left him in sorrow forlorn ; 
And mitred blasphemers and monarchs in vain 
Heaped on him their hatred and scorn. 
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He was meek as the innocent child ; 

He was firm as the storm-stricken rock ; 
And so humbly he prayed, and so gently he smiled, 

And so sweet were the words which he spoke, 
That the murderous keepers who guarded their prey 
Could weep for the man they were marshalled to slay. 

How the hypocrite hierarchs swarmed. 

Their hatred how fierce and how keen, 
For their ill gotten honors and empire alarmed 

Should the Gospel be known among men ! 

There the prelate of G'nese would rehearse 

Their devotions to sanctify crime. 
There Lodi was uttering his impotent curse, 

And they chanted the holiest hymn ; 
And they loaded the saint with derision and shame. 
Then bound to the stake and consumed in the flame. 

He is gone to the land of the blessed : 
But the men who enkindled his pile, 

Those priestly usurpers, by monarchs caressed, 
If they turn not from malice and guile. 
They shall have men's perpetual hate ; 
God will turn a deaf ear to their prayer ; 

False friends of the church, proud foes of the state, 
They shall die in blaspheming despair ; 
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And the curses they breathe round his funeral pyre 
Shall return on their hearts like a torrent of fire. 

We have steel in our hearts and our hands, 
We are thousands who fear not to die ; 

We will faithfully keep to his latest commands, 
And will follow his path to the sky. 
Let them hunt us like hares on the heath, 
Let them fasten our limbs to the stake, 

Our Saviour for us did endure to the death ; 
And we can endure for his sake : 

Let them do what they will to our children and us, 

They shall know that we dare to be martyrs with Huss. 
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KORAH, DATHAN, AND ABIRAM. 

The thousands of Israel are rising in wrath, 
Like the waves of the ocean when lashed by the gale ; 
And woe to the leader who crosses their path, 
Though firm as the rock which the billows assail. 

There is Korah the Levite, who envies the sway 
Of Moses and Aaron, elect of the Lord, 
With Abiram and Dathan, who scorn to obey ; 
And princes and people have armed at his word. 

" There is nought for thee, Moses, but shame and the tomb, 
For each hand holds a weapon, each brow has a frown ; 
And the chiefs of the host have determined thy doom. 
Two hundred and fifty all men of renown." 

" Down, down, thou usurper, thy tyranny long 
Has made us to wander this desert with thee ; 
It is vain to contend, we are many and strong. 
Then yield to the brave who resolve to be free." 
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Thus spake he ; but, lo, in the mystical tent 
The glory is burning, Jehovah is there ; 
And the rebels, on mischief and anarchy bent 
Are abashed at his presence, and tremble with fear. 

Then forth came the leader, majestic and calm. 
To the tents of the men who the mutiny led. 
Alone, unprotected, yet fearless of harm ; 
And thus to the awe-stricken multitude said : 



" Now listen, ye soldiers, once faithful and brave ; 
If Korah shall die as his fathers have died, 
If Abiram and Dathan descend to the grave, 
In the fulness of years imrebuked for their pride — 

" If the Lord shall permit them to flatter you still. 
From the guilt of rebellion your murmurs are free ; 
Then give them the office I'll cease to fulfil, 
And believe that the Lord hath not spoken by me. 

" But if there where ye see them thus scornfully sit, 
The earth open her mouth to devour at my word. 
And ye see them descending alive to the pit. 
Then know that your wrath hath insulted the Lord." 
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He spake, and the earth shook, as waking from sleep, 
While the multitude shuddered, of eourage hereft; 
Near the tents of the rebels it rent wide and deep. 
And swallowed them up in the fathomless cleft. 

Then rose for one moment the cry of despair, 

Ere the earth closed her jaws on the living and dead ; 

Men, women, and children, all, all disappear ; 

And Israel in tumult and terror hath fled. 

And great was the glory of Moses that day, 
For the deaf earth had heard and obeyed his command ; 
And each rebel hath learned that he too must obey. 
For Jehovah hath conquered, his mandate must stand. 

So if churches or doctors should call us away 
From the word of the Lord, we'll be deaf to the call, 
For Korah and Dathan we must not obey. 
But still must be faithful to Moses and Paul. 

If told we must bow to the will of the priest, 
We appeal to the Prophets enlightened from heaven ; 
And, from fetters of human tradition released, 
We will keep to the doctrines Apostles have given. 
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SCHISM. 

There is in this vain world a little flock, 
Redeemed from hell and wrath, from crime and guilt ; 
For whom the Saviour hore the dreadful shock 
Of righteous vengeance, when his blood He spilt. 

Sought by his mercy, and by grace renewed, 
They trust in Him alone with lowly faith ; 
Feed on his death, as on their daily food. 
Love what He loves, and do whatever He saith. 

His spotless life their pattern has become ; 
His love their guiding star when storms are rife ; 
And while in search of death all others roam, 
Guided by Him, they reach eternal life. 

And they will glorious be in better days. 

Safe landed there, where thornless comforts grow ; 

Together svell the hymn of endless praise. 

And taste the bliss which God and Christ bestow. 
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E'en now, preparing for that bright abode, 
Each grace they cultivate which ripens there ; 
They live to please their Saviour and their God, 
And daily strengthen faith by loving prayer. 

Others may follow where their passions guide. 
These, self-controlled, are temperate and pure ; 
Others, if half reformed, soon turn aside, 
But these, through grace, unto the end endure. 

Though many feel for gold insatiate lust. 
And on the sad unpitying shut their door ; 
These have become benevolent and just. 
Protect the weak and bless the needy poor. 

Others, too, scorn the book which God has given, 
And spend in idle mirth his sacred day ; 
But these rejoice to learn their road to heaven, 
Ponder his word, and, meet to praise and pray. 

By them each notice of his will is prized, 
Each of his sacred ordinances sweet ; 
And, as disciples in his name baptized. 
They at his table dutifully meet. 
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Led by the Spirit, they obey his laws, 
Enjoy his grace, and share his faithful love ; 
Live for his honor, and promote his cause. 
Then, raised to glory, reign with Him above. 

O'er these one Spirit has his influence shed ; 
Their course, their warfare, and their end the same ; 
They form one army under Christ, their Head, 
Howe'er diverse each regimental name. 

Some Baptist or Wesleyan views may draw ; 
Some may their church-forms Independent call ; 
Some may espouse the Presbyterian law ; 
And some prefer a church Episcopal. 

Some, with an honest zeal, the Lord to serve. 
Uphold the union of the Church and State ; 
Some, fearing from the Gospel rule to swerve, 
The Voluntary System advocate. 

But all compatriots are in foreign land. 
Who the same laws and the same sovereign know ; 
All, soldiers joined in one confederate band. 
Under one Captain meet one common foe. 
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Sheep of one fold, one body, and one head. 
Repentant children to one Father come ; 
Brothers and sisters, by one Spirit led, 
And travelling onwards to one much-loved home. 

Each by redeeming love is saved from hell. 
Each by free grace a child of God is made ; 
Within them all the Spirit deigns to dwell, 
And for them all the Saviour thus has prayed : 

'< Father, I ask thy gprace, that these may be 
One in us both, and perfect made in one, 
As thou art one with me, and I with thee. 
Till the whole world believe in me thy Son." 

And for a moment did the Church fulfil 
Its Master's bidding, for God heard their cry. 
So that they loved according to his will, 
And all men might behold their unity. 

Their's was no love in name ; they loved indeed ; 
The loving heart was shown by loving act ; 
Each gave his wealth to help his brother's need. 
And the world saw and praised the wondrous fact. 
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So should we still, as Jesus said, be one ; 
The strong should bear the folly of the weak ; 
Each own the rest before the mid-day sun, 
And each with joy the other's welfare seek. 

But now contempt on charity we pour, 
By Anglo- Catholic sophistries befooled ; 
And the Lord's mandates seem to hear no more. 
By human creeds and erring fathers ruled. 

Christians, united with a worldly crowd, 
Frown on each other with contempt and hate ; 
Court the alliance of the bad and proud, 
And coldly turn from the regenerate. 

One was ordained by pious prelate's hand, 
On one their hands the presbytery laid ; 
One loves the forms established in the land. 
One owns a pastor by his people paid. 

Some love unwritten eloquence to heed, 

And hear heart-prompted prayers ascend on high ; 

Others prefer to hear a sermon read, 

And choose to worship with a liturgy. 
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Some hold the righto of Christ, our King and Head, 
Forhid all interference of the State ; 
And think that churches purer were if freed 
From all the dear-bought favors of the great : 

Others believe the State their Church should aid, 
And multiply its pastors through the land ; 
Ordain their incomes shall by law be paid. 
And bid the judge enforce the just command. 

For things like these do brothers hold it meet 
Before a hostile world to look like foes ; 
The Lord's commands are trampled under feet. 
And the wild war interminably grows. 

Questions of money thus, and outward form, 

Those by their virtues one in Christ divide ; 

Each takes his troubled path through gloom and storm. 

Severed from brethren and with foes allied. 

Those who should love, in hostile armies found. 
Engage in fierce and fratricidal war ; 
With poisoned shaft each other's feelings wound. 
While scoffing foes prolong the loud hurrah. 
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Be from our hearts such bigotry dismissed ; 
Let us receive all those whom Christ receives : 
If each through faith alone is dear to Christ, 
Then he our brother is who thus believes. 



Since he who loves and trusts the Lord, new-born, 
Pardon and grace and heavenly hope has won, 
O never let us treat with hate and scorn 
Him whom God loves and blesses as a son. 

For man-made discipline let bigots fight, 
Canons and rites old fathers have approved ; 
By us may those whose faith and life are right, 
Be owned as brothers, and as brothers loved. 

All true believers are the ransomed church, 
Children of God by Jesus owned and loved ; 
And in the day when God the heart shall search 
Will they who part them be schismatics proved. 

If then with such schismatics some unite, 
And party zeal their bond of union make, 
Christians, let us in eacH true heart delight. 
And love each other for our Saviour's sake. 
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Let us the Scriptures make our constant guide, 
And from the wells of wisdom largely drink, 
Maintain all truth, but sacrifice all pride, 
And, free ourselves, let others freely think. 

So though the war of bigots still should rage, 
May we ascend above the stormy strife ; 
A peaceful manhood have a tranquil age, 
And a calm death succeed a gentle life. 
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THE PROGRESS OF ROMANISM. 

Whlle Rome, whose frauds through Europe fail, 

Boasts that her claims shall here prevail, 

Pours out o'er rebel Spain her moan, 

But looks to England as her throne ; 

E'en Protestants, with downcast eye. 

Believe the lying prophecy. 

And loud and frequent the lament 

From platform and from pulpit sent : 

Yet millions here the Bible own. 

And know the deeds which Rome hath done. 

Priests are the lords of princely fools. 

But to the sterner despot tools ; 

And, leagued with tyrants, ever wind 

Their fetters round the limbs and mind: 

Then think not freemen e'er will bow 

Unto a priestly despot now. 

Freemen will never fast and feast 

At the dictation of a priest ; 

Freemen will scorn to speak and write 

As priestly bigots may indite ; 
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Nor can they cease to loathe the call 

Unto a priest's confessional. 

Then easier far it is to think 

That London in the Thames shall sink, 

And Windsor be a cottage rude, 

And Lancashire a solitude, 

Where savages shall hold their sway, 

Cree, Ottewaw, Ojibbeway, 

Than fear th' exploded lies of Rome 

Can e'er our stupid creed become. 

Some would-be priests, o'erset by pride. 

Some dreamers, take the bigot side ; 

The priests may trap some ladies fair. 

And lordling boys their antics share ; 

But well I ween that English sense, 

Scorning each Catholic pretence, 

Will choose, whene'er the conflict come. 

The Bible, not the priests of Rome. 

Or, if the crowd besotted be, 

Blindly to seek what they should flee. 

And choose to wear the galling yoke, 

Which once our nobler fathers broke. 

So that decrepit Dotards set 

Their feet on England's coronet, 

Thousands there are whom grace hath sealed, 

Who never will their freedom yield ; 
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But, armed by God's eternal Word, 

Defy Rome's sorceries and sword. 

And doubt ye not that Christ will bless 

His people's faith and stedfastness, 

Their foes defeat, their dangers chase, 

And make them conquer by his grace. 

Then, Protestants, no more abridge 

Our fellow-subjects' privilege ; 

Do not refuse to honest men 

The rights which every citizen, 

Not chargeable with deeds of shame, 

May from his country justly claim. 

Ask not again the law to fix 

Its stigma upon Catholics : 

Give to their nobles rank and place, 

Due to great names and ancient race ; 

And make them loyal, good, and true, 

By bidding them be free as you ; 

For, if they share, be sure they'll prize. 

And guard with us our liberties. 

All railing, calumny, and hate. 

As Christians, let us deprecate ; 

And justly in oiu'selves condemn 

The bigotry we blame in them. 

But would you England's millions guard. 

Against the snares by priests prepared. 



78 THE PROGRESS OF ROMANISM. 

One step is plain, one method clear, 

Preach Christ to all with ears to hear. 

Our staggering church, half drunk, half sick, 

With nostrums Anglo- Catholic, 

Deformed as with a spreading sore, 

And her heart cankered at its core. 

Now asks, with sad and earnest tones, 

Each of her ministers and sons 

To preach with power the Saviour Christ, 

To he a true Evangelist. . 

Let each, with Scripture as his guide, 

Ahjure all priestly pomp and pride. 

Discard tradition's idle rule, 

Meet guidance for the knave and fool. 

Let each a brother's welcome grant 

To every faithful Protestant : 

Church and Dissenters, one in creed. 

Be one in heart, profession, deed. 

Let knowledge be to all supplied ; 

Difibse the Scriptures far and wide ; 

To those in vice and ignorance lost 

Send forth your missionary host. 

Let christian brethren, when they meet. 

The help of God by prayer intreat ; 

Together search his holy Word, 

The source of faith, the Spirit's sword, 
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Till its divine decrees command 
Each household of the smiling land. 
Then, sooner may a wreath of snow 
In torrid clime be seen to grow, 
Than Anglo- Catholic doctrine spread, 
Where truth hath thus its sunbeam shed : 
And sooner may malaria rest, 
'Midst wind and light, on mountain crest, 
Than Romish priests, enthroned again, 
O'er free protesting England reign. 
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TO A YOUNG ANGLO-CATHOLIC. 

Ere thy earthly race is run, 
Ere thy day of mercy done, 
List the warning, frank and free, 
Which affection sends to thee. 
By the cross which thou dost slight, 
By thy shrinking from the light, 
By the shame which thou hast poured 
On thy Maker's written Word, 
Teaching, as the words of Heaven, 
Laws by craft or folly given. 
By thy hate, in word and deed. 
Of dissenters from thy creed. 
Men whom Christ the Lord will own 
When thou tremblest at his frown. 
When the judgment day shall tell 
Who are his — who heirs of hell — 
By the terror, shame, and grief, 
Baffling friends, beyond relief. 
Once by Saul of Tarsus felt. 
When in agony he knelt, 
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For such hate as thou hast shown, 

For such deeds as thou hast done, 

By thy wish we should hecome 

Vassals to the church of Rome, 

By the prayers in which thy heart 

Ne'er consents to take a part, 

By the joys thou canst not taste 

Till thy drunken dream is past, 

By the gloom which thou dost know 

In the times of pain and woe. 

By that deep unhidden sigh 

In thy hours of revelry, 

By the death thou dar'st not meet. 

By the dreadful judgment seat. 

By the heaven thou canst not gain, 

By the hell of endless pain. 

By the hlood which Christ has spilt, 

To remove thy curse and guilt. 

By the patience He has shown. 

Though thy heart is hard as stone. 

By his readiness to hless. 

And to save thee from distress. 

Turn thee from thy follies quick, 

Youthful Anglo- Catholic ; 

All thy wayward wanderings mourn, 

And to Jesus now return ; 
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On his grace and love depend, 
As thy all-sufficient friend ; 
Make his Word thy only g^de ; 
Keep thee ever near his side : 
Heart and life to Jesus giye ; 
Love Him, serve Him, while you live ; 
And forgiven, may you and I 
Triumph in Him when we die. 
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CHRIST 18 ALL. 



Jesus, not on works I rest, 
Nor baptismal water trust ; 
Through thy sufferings I am blessed, 
Through thy merit owned as just. 

'Tis not sacramental bread ; 
'Tis not wine my life can be ; 
But the blood which thou hast shed, 
And thy body pierced for me. 

Thou my Mediator art. 
Saviour, Shepherd, Prince, and Friend ; 
Grave thy name upon my heart ; 
Make me love thee to the end. 

Thou art peace unto the mind ; 
Thou art to the hungry bread ; 
Thou art light unto the blind ; 
Thou art life unto the dead. 
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Priests exalt with wayward zeal 
Canons weak and worthless shown, 
Doctrines which can never heal ; 
All to cast thy honor down. 

Priests their idol church will sing, 
Make patristic lore their pride : 
Thou my Prophet art, and King, 
And thy Word alone my guide. 

Priests invoke, in hour of need, 
Absent saints, and angels weak ; 
Thou for me dost intercede, 
Why should I another seek ? 

Jesus, moved by love divine, 

Thou thy wandering sheep hast sought ; 

Henceforth I am wholly thine. 

By thy cross and passion bought. 

Saved by thee from death and shame. 
To thy praise I fain would live ; 
Take whatever I have or am, 
Use the life which thou dost give. 
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Thee I will with joy obey, 
Honor those whom thou dost love ; 
Serve and praise thee day by day 
Be whatever thou dost approve. 

Saviour, make thy servants know 
Of thy love the breadth and length ; 
And upon them all bestow 
Wisdom, courage, zeal, and strength. 

So may Romish falsehoods cease, | 

Anglo- Catholic doctrines fall ; I 

And thy church in light and peace 
Know thee to be all in all. 
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PROSPECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 

Storms are gathering in the sky ; 
Vengeful thunders hover nigh ; 
Plague-spots in the church appear, 
Filling every heart with fear. 
She must drink the cup of woe, 
Shame and sorrow she must know ; 
She is wandering from her God, 
On her brow write Ichabod. 
Mystic fingers on the wall 
Trace her sin, and bode her fall ; 
Warning voices through the gloom 
Tell us of our coming doom. 
Priestcraft, with a giant stride, 
Stalks the land in pomp and pride ; 
He who shpuld preach only Christ, 
Now a semi-papal priest, 
Would the church's lord appear. 
Not its lowly minister; 
Calling all men, great and small, 
Down before the priest to fall. 
Priests, forgetting in their pride 
He who as our ransom died, 
Bid us on our works depend, 
Not on Christ the sinner's friend. 
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None the Bible now must read, 
Till the priest has fixed our creed ; 
None must rest on Christ alone 
Till the priest his work has done : 
Sacraments the priest extols 
For 'tis he each rite controls ; 
Thought to freedom is allied, 
Therefore preaching set aside ; 
Fonts and altars now must teach ; 
Priests should sacrifice, not preach. 
Priests, they say, can intercede 
In our hour of guilt and need. 
Priests, ambassadors of heaven, 
Can pronounce our sins forgiven, 
Since, whatever their want of sense, 
They the gifts of grace dispense ; 
And, ordained by heaven, possess 
Apostolic power to bless. 
Priests the Monarch's throne outshine 
By a dignity divine ; 
Mean, compared with these, are kings ; 
Dynasties but mushroom things : 
Priests had won their rightful throne 
Ere the crown of England shone ; 
They had risen to princely state, 
Long ere England's Senate sate ; 
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And when empires pass away 
They shall hold their stedfast sway. 
Devotees around them wait, 
To exalt their lordly state : 
See them sit in chancels proud, 
High ahove the vulgar crowd ; 
See them, when the prayers they say, 
From the people turn away, 
Muttering hidden words of prayer, 
That the vulgar may not share : 
Then at altars, rich and high, 
Bow and cross, we know not why. 
What is wanting ? Incense bring ; 
Morn by morn the matins sing ; 
Faldstool and sedilia place ; 
Hang upon the altar lace ; 
There the dying figure fix, 
Knelt before by Catholics ; 
Then dispense the wafer-bread ; 
Say due masses for the dead ; 
Chant the dirges slow and sad ; 
Sacred copes, and banners add. 
Candlesticks with glittering gloss. 
Credence table, rich reredos : 
Pictures round the temple set. 
Then the show will be complete. 
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Woe to thee, my country, woe ! 
Thou canst hear this papal show ; 
Thou canst tamely sit and see 
This advancing mummery : 
Forms exalted to the skies 
While God's Word dishonored lies ; 
Rome is fondled as a child, 
Martyrs scorned, and saints reviled ; 
Truth is hound with priestly chain, 
Charity and candour slain. 
Pastors, who their country warn, 
From their grieving flocks are torn ; 
From the Church they loved at heart, 
Crowds indignantly depart ; 
While triumphant errors stand 
Lords of the bewildered land. 
Oh, for an hour of Luther now ! 
Oh, for a frown of Calvin's brow ! 
Once they broke the papal chain, 
Who shall break it now again ? 
Lord, thou seest us weak and cold ; 
Rise, as in the days of old, 
Bare thy own almighty arm, 
Save thy Church from every harm, 
And may truth the victory win, 
Over falsehood, fraud, and sin. 
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HEAVEN. 



There's a land where sorrow and conflict cease, 
And faithful men from their lahors rest ; 
Where saints exult in an endless peace, 
And the gentle are safe, and the good are hlessed. 

It has fairer howers than Eden knew, 
It has lovelier scenes than the earth contains ; 
And a purer light than this ether hlue 
Sheds a heavenly charm o'er the happy plains. 

But it is not the ray so pure and hright, 
Nor the howers which flourish in endless hloom, 
Shall yield me my dearest and hest delight. 
In the home that I look for heyond the tomb. 

'Tis a land of goodness and heavenly love, 
Land of the Lamb, and the Holy Dove ; 
Faction and hate cannot ever rise 
To that region fair, above yon skies : 
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And there, my Saviour and King, thou art. 
In thy perfect joy and thy glorious power ; 
And to see thee and lo?e thee shall fill my heart 
With an age of bliss in a single hour. 

There, too, I shall see the g^od and wise, 
And I shall be wise and good as they ; 
How I wish to share in their ample joys ! 
How I long from this world to soar away ! 

Here the wise are weak, and the poor are sad. 
And the bigot laughs, and the proud have sway. 
And the good are offcen the prey of the bad : 
O ! I long from this world to soar away ! 

Sweet land of goodness and heavenly love. 

Land of the Lamb and the Holy Dove, 

It will not be long ere my spirit free 

Shall burst from its chain, and shall rise to thee. 

And thou, my Saviour, my best beloved. 

Who hast pardoned oft, though I oft have roved, 

Accept and seal my fervent vow. 

With my heart and soul will I serve thee now. 
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And when to that world I shall go from this, 
And see thee in glory, and share thy bliss, 
When saints and angels before thee fall, 
O may I love thee the best of all ! 
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